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MY MOTHER IN THE MIRROR
Andrea Halland

The older I get the more I see my mother. Not in person, but
in the mirror. In the way my eyes turn green when I’m sad or grey
when I’m angry. In my crooked smile and round nose. I am not
the spitting image of her, but very close. I see this in the photos
that hang in my childhood home of my mother at an age very
close to my own at this time. There are obvious differences. Her
hair is a darker brown, curled and teased. Mine lays naturally flat
and blonde. Her makeup is much more intense and matches the
color of her shirt, a dark teal in one photo, light pink in the other.
Mine is a simple light brown eyeshadow to bring out the blue in
my iris and black mascara to draw attention. But the similarities
cannot be denied. I used to say I looked like both of my parents,
but now I see I was wrong. The older I get the more I see my
mother in my reflection, in photographs, and the less I see myself.
The older I get the more I hear my mother in the way I say
certain phrases. In the words sounds good, which my father
cannot stand to hear me say the way she does. Don’t talk like
that! Don’t say that! He always responds, not loud enough to call
it a yell, but with the same tone, the only time he ever uses such
a tone with me, but it is not my fault he married a woman he
dislikes now. I try to tell him this, but he does not listen. He only
hears my mother’s nagging voice. The other day he told me “You
look more and more like your mother every day.” He said it with
contempt, as if he was hoping maybe my biology would spontaneously change and I would no longer remind him of her. Perhaps if I was like my sister and took after him more, he would be
less upset about the character traits I inherited from my mother.
Or perhaps if he was around more to have more of an influence
on the person I grew up to be than she did. Maybe he is only mad
at himself and has no way to express it.
I hear my mother as I weep over some small thing that felt
too big to handle. As my heart races with anxiety over what will
happen next. I see her in my coping mechanisms for stress, nap60 • Andrea Halland

ping for instance. Once when I was young and it was just us in
the house, my father was on the road and my sister at school, she
took a nap in the middle of the day and left me to do crafts by
myself. I was three years old and given a pair of full-size scissors
to craft with. When she woke up, I had cut off a large chunk of
hair on one side of my head, starting from the bottom and going
straight up the side of my head. She cried at the loss of my long
golden locks and then again when my cousin, who cut hair for a
living, had to give me a “boy’s haircut” to even it out.
I see her in the depression that clouds my brain and tells me
that love will not exist for me. I struggle to heal this feeling, to
remind myself that I am not her. I fear that one day it may overcome me and poison my relationships. My husband holds me as
I cry over this and tell him that my biggest fear is that one day I
will ruin what we have with these feelings. I tell him about how
my parents were once in love, and I believe my mother’s depression is what ruined it. It’s odd the conversations you have with
the one you love at three o’clock in the afternoon when you get
home from class.
I was always told when I was younger, “Oh you look just like
your mom!”
My grandma, who does not like her daughter, told me I was
pretty one time. And when I said “I know, I look just like my
mommy,” she refused to admit it.
I heard my mother call me beautiful every day of my childhood, in the hopes that I would believe her and love myself
the way she was unable to love herself when she was young. I
felt guilty when people would tell me I look like her and all I
could think of is the fact that she is overweight and perhaps they
thought I was too, or was getting there. These thoughts weighed
heavy on an adolescent girl who had not yet mastered the art of
loving oneself, the way her mother has. I am grateful to have been
raised by such a strong woman. A woman who refused to let me
believe I was anything less than worthy, refused to let me think I
was not beautiful, the way her mother made her feel.
Perhaps one day I will be grateful for seeing so much of my
mother in myself. I cannot see her in my sister and I know that
one day I will not be able to see her in person either. One day all
I will have is the green-grey-blue eyes staring back at me in the
mirror, the wrinkles around them, the smile lines in my cheeks,
the dimples. My hair will be grey, as hers is now.
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